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had been pushed on by so vexing a clash. There is hardly a day on
which I do not feel checked by my love, by her thought
30 June
Twenty minutes of inhalation, twice a day. Mortal!
"What do you think of while you are under the steam?"
"Of all sorts of things; of death, of my brother Joseph. . .  *
"But I thought you didn't have a brother.''
"Oh, that doesn't keep me from thinking of him!"
To abstain through virtue is perfect; but too often fear also held
her back; as soon as the grass was a bit deep, she dared not venture
onto the lawn. "Latet anguis in herba." 42
I saved this morning (or tried to save, for I believe I intervened too
late) an unfortunate toad that some children had discovered and put
to torture. It had fallen into an opening in front of an air-vent of the
bathhouse. It was hardly stirring, stunned by the stones that had been
thrown at it. A six- or seven-year-old boy led me to it; he had witnessed
the operation, and as soon as he saw that I was taking the toad's side,
showed great zeal in telling on a playmate. I found the latter a bit
later and tried to make him feel some shame; he was a little fellow
about ten years old with curly blond hair like St. John, the cherubic
type, neither more stupid nor more vicious than another and brought
up by parents neither more stupid nor more vicious than he. I spoke
at some length and as best I could. There were five or six kids there
listening to me, boys and girls in whose eyes I must have seemed a
harmless type of lunatic. Only the little fellow in whose presence I had
tried to save the toad, taking it out of the hole and carefully carrying
it to a shady spot where I felt it to be really safe, he alone seemed
rather sensitive, almost moved by the care he saw me taking; but he
was no longer there. A little later I heard him telling the others, with
many details, everything I had done, which must have seemed very
ridiculous to those others.
I observe intently and at length these very young children of people
who come here for the treatment. What conceit, boasting, and stupid-
ity! And behind them one feels all the silliness of the parents, and
their deplorable upbringing.
Dr. Mathieu and his wife, charming people for whom I feel a real
affection, took me yesterday to the Grande Chartreuse in their auto. In
1889 I went only as far as Saint-Pierre-de-Chartreuse, out of Andr6-
Walterism; that was the period when I kept from touching what I most
wanted. Tliis amounted to plowing up the field for the demon, and
42 "A snake lies hidden in the grass," from Virgfl: Eclogues, HI, 93.